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HE favourable reception this tragedy has 

met with from an indulgent publick, at a 
period when the ſhafts of undiſtinguiſhing ridicule 
have been (I think, injudiciouſly5 pointed at this 
noble and affecting ſpecies of the drama, calls for 
my warmeſt acknowledgments. 

Nor muſt my acknowledgments ſtop here. To 
Mr. HAxRIs my obligations are great: his good 
ſenſe and taſte called my attention to more than 
one impropriety in the conduct of the piece; when 
firſt offered ; his liberal turn of mind gave it every 
advantage of decoration ; whilſt his candour and 
politeneſs removed the dragotis which have been 
ſuppoſed to guard the avenues to the theatre, and 
which have too long deterred many of our greateſt 
writers from taking this road to the Temple of 
Fame. | | 

A conduct like his cannot fail of having the 
happieſt effects on the world of literature; of 
pluming once more the eagle wing of genius, till 
it ſoars to that great ſublime which characterized 
the writers of ancient Greece } and, in later times, 
our immortal father of the drama. 

To the performers in general I am obliged for 
their attention and propriety in their different cha- 
racters. | | 
Mr. HEN DERSON, by his excellent and animated 
performance, places in the ſtrongeſt point of light 
the amiable virtues, unaffected grandeur of ſoul, 
and heroic ardour, which it was my aim to picture 
in PHARNACES. 

Mr. Arcx1x fills with equal propriety and ſpirit 
the vindictive part of ATyriDaTEs; and Mr. 
CLARK, by the juſtneſs of his action, and reſpec- 
tableneſs of his deportment, gives an authority to 
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the character of OronTEs, which adds very greatly 
ie | | | 

I am now to ſpeak of Mrs. YaTEs. . My friend- 
ſhip for her, a friendſhip founded not more on my 
admiration of her uncommon. talents, than.on the 
worthy qualities of her heart, with. which a ſeries 
of years have made me perfectly acquainted, ren- 
der it as hard a taſk for me to ſpeak of her as of 
myſelf. I feel a diffidence which impedes my 
with to do her juſtice, even at the moment when 
I am moft ſenfible how much my feeble attempts 
to. touch the nobler paſſions of the foul owe to 
her aſtoniſhing exertion in the character of Tu- 
MYRIS. 

But the publick have { poken for me; have 
given juſt applauſe to that fablime ſenſibility, that 
enthuftaſtic fire, thaſe exquiſite graces of action, 
which compel even FRANCE itſelt, however tena- 
cious of native merit, to rank her with a Dvu- 
MESNIL, a CLAIRON. 

It remains only to return my thanks to hols 
gentlemen: who favoured me with the Prologue 
and Epilogue : the good ſenſe, poetic ſpirit, and 
flowing numbers, of the former, were finely ex- 
"vans by Mr. HEN DERSON; whilſt-the good- 

umoured and lively raillery of the latter, which 
ſo happily (and I haye authority to fay, without 


an idea of perſonality) catches the reigning follies. 


of 'the hour, gave full ſcope to the comic powers 
of Mrs. YaTEs. 

I ſhould here have finiſhed this addreſs, had not 
the miſtake of a Critic, who has read the Engliſh. 
opera of PHarNACEs, inſtead of the Italian one, 
from whence I had the firſt idea of my fable, led: 
him, though otherwiſe favourable in his ſtrictures, 
to accuſe me of an illiberality, of which I ſhould 
deteſt myſelf if L was capable, that of ſacrificing 
the other characters to my friendſhip for Mrs. 
YaTLs. She wants no ſuch unworthy Rte z. 
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her native powers will ever ſupport themſelves ; 
if ſhe appears more on the ſcene, tis from the 
nature of the fable, which rendered it impoſſible 
to make a different arrangement. 

Comparatively ſhort as the character of Puax- 
NACEs neceſſarily is, I flatter myſelf it is not void of 
intereſt ; inſtead of humbling him at the feet of a 
foreign general (for PoMPEY is the real hero of the 
Opera) I have endeayoured to reſtore him to the 
dignity of royalty; have aimed at repreſenting him 
a patriot, hero, king, the detender and father of his 
people; not an abject dependent on the haughty 
caprice, the tyrannic infolence, of the Romaxs. 

As to the child, the Italian author has judged as 
I have done; and not hazarded introducing him 
as 2 ſpeaker in the drama ; therefore I cannot. with 
any juſtice be accuſed of withdrawing, in compli- 
ment to my friend, a fituation which never exifted 
in the author from whom J borrowed the firſt idea 
of my ſubject. I PT, 

What effect the contrary conduct in the Engliſh 
Opera might have had, it is impoſſible for me to 
zudge, as I was abroad at the time when it was 
repreſented ; but I own I ſhould have trembled at 
hazarding, in the character of an infant, an effort 
of heroiſm, which only reflection on the relative 
duties of child and parent, at a much more ad- 
vanced age, could have rendered probable. 

I mean not by this to condemn the author of the 
Englifh Opera, but to exculpate myfelf. I haves 
too good an opinion of his judgment not to ſuppoſe 
the circumſtance miglit have effect; and an opera 
is exempt from that ſeverity of criticiſm to which 
4 tragedy muſt ever be ſubject. 2 

It is perhaps right to obſerve, that ſome lines 
which were judiciouſly omitted in the repreſen- 
ration arc reſtored; but fo few that I theught it 
unneceſſary to Mark them, on 
| 2 P R O- 
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Written by the Rev. Mr. COLLIER, 
And ſpoken by Mr. HENDERSON. 


N vain would ſatire, with miſguided rage, 
Defame the manners of a poliſh'd age; 
As if, attach'd to diſſipation's wheel, 
Our hearts had loſt both power and wiſh to feel : 
When paſſions ſhafts with intermingled flight, 
From pleaſing pain produce ſevere delight; 
When ſorrow weeps, with preſent woes oppreſe, 
Or joy for terrors paſt rears high its cręſt, 
Nature triumphant will uphold her fway, 
Aud all ſubmiſſive her command obey. 

Thus, on perfection's height we paze intent, 
But who ſhall dare to climb the ſteep aſcent ? 
When hope ſo frequent mourns its own diſgrace, 
And checks our ardar in th* adventurous race? 

With doubting flep, and agitated mien, 

Our bard advances on the ſtormy. ſeene ; 
Rejefs the ſuccour of pretended art, 
And builds no flattering hope, but on the heart. | 

Nor will I longer ſpread the thin diſguiſe, 

A woman here the plaintive tale ſupplies ; 

On wirtue's baſe ſhe rears the female throne, | 
Calls forth your feelings, as ſhe paints her own : : 
Whate'er in wedded love the breaſt can warm, 
Or give to filial bonds their hig heſt charm ; 
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Whate'er 


PROLOOUS-: wu 


Mate er emotions through the boſom dart, 
For pangs which keeneſt pierce a parent's heart; 
Here fhall her feeble hand attempt to raiſe. 
Give us your tears, we aſk no truer praiſe. 

What though the gentler ſex of late have ſhown 
At leaſt a right to ſhare the poet's crown, 
Still bas imperious man aſſum d the claim 
Round merit's brow to bind the wreath of fame; 
Aſert yourſelves, ye fair! this choſen night, 
And prove your powers to judge as well as write ; 
Thus man, with pride reluctant, ſhall confeſs, 
Each Muſe may juftly wear a woman's dreſs : 
To your indulgence ſhall his rigour bend, 
Ner dare to cenſure what your tears commend. 


DR A- 


1 2 a er. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


PAHARNACEsS, King of Pontus, Mr, HExDERsON, 


ATHRIDATES, King of Cappa- Mr, AlckIN 
docia, | e 


EUMENES. a Child, Son to FOR 3 
PHARNACES, } Mat, LANGRISH, 


OroxTEs, High Prieſtof Themis, Mr. CLARKE. 


ARTABANES, General of PHaR- 
NACES, 


ur WHITFIELD». 
ARTAX1As, General of Arkan | Me, DaAviEs. 
DATES, | 


X1PHARES, an old Officer, at- 


9 
1 TRA 
tending an EUMENES, {Mr L"ESTRANGE, 


| AR- 
T16RANES, an officer of Pan Mr. RosoN. 
N Ac Es, | 


. 
OnchANxs, an Officer Q1 Mr. TroMP SON. 
 ATHRIDATES, g : 


MESSENGER, Mr. J. W1Ls0N. 


TxaMYR1s, Queen of Pontus, Mrs, YATES. 


SCENE. The City of Sixope, and the Camp 
| of ATHRIDATES under its Walls. 
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SCENE L 
The Outſide of the Tent of Athridates ; the Walls of 


Sinope in view on the Left; at a Diſtance, on 
the Right, the Camp, and a diſtant View of the 
Euxine Sea. 5 | 


ARTABANES and ARTAXIAS. 


ARTABANE S. 
Beer be the favouring gods ! may whiteſt 
ull 


omens 
mark the choſen day which ſaw me come 
From yon proud walls, th' ambaſſador of peace, 
To royal Athridates' warlike camp! 


A AN 4. 


The hoſtile monarchs, wearied with contention, 
Now ſheathe the ſlaughtering ſword. Great Athri- 


dates 
B Yields 


2 The SIEGE of SINO PE. 


Yields to the voice of nature, nor rejects _ 
A daughter's ſuit. 


"AUDALANESY 


The royal Thamyris, 
Our beauteous qucen, whoſe all-tranſcendent 
charms, 
With Hymen's torch enkindled that of diſcord, 
(The fatal cauſe of enmity) becomes 
The happy pledge of peace. No more the peaſant 
Sees the ſwift blaze devour the ſeaſon's hope; 
Again he breaks the ſoil : yon ravag'd fields, 
Late drench'd in blood, red with deſtructive 
ſlaughter, 
Again receive, well-pleas'd, the golden grain, 
And promiſe ſuture years of ſmiling plenty. 


. 


Fell diſcord is no more: our conquering army, 
Which pour'd the tide of victory along, 

And like a torrent overflowed your plains, 

Now ebbs, retiring, at our monarch's voice, 
Who, when his vows with thoſe of brave Pharnaces, 
Before the awful ſhrine of righteous Themis 

Are interchang'd, his martial thunder points 

At other toes, and gives to Pontus peace 


ART AI AN Es. 
For ever ſheath'd be the remorſeleſs ſword! 
True happineſs is of domeſtic growth, 
it bloſſoms in the ſhade.—The meaneſt hind, 
Who in the flowery lap of calm content 
Reſts from his healthful toil, and meets at eve 
The faithful partner of his homely dwelling, 
Is happier than the laurel'd conqueror, 
Deaf to his people's w 2 who rejects : 
The ſacred gifts of pe: 
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ARTAXIA $. 
Thoſe ſacred gifts 
No longer are withholden : raging Mars, 


With cypreſs wreath'd, and garments dropping, 
blood, 


Unwilling quits the field, 


VI 


ANT AAN AN E. 


A ſubject born, ts 
Reſpect ſhould ſeal my lips; yet ſure, Artaxias, 
Too long our land has felt your monarch's rage ; 
SEVEN rolling years have ſeen unhappy Pontus 
A prey to lavage v war. 


ARTALXTIAS 
Great was the crime 

His fury thus purſu'd : bright Thamyris, 
His laſt remaining hope, his kingdom's heir, 
Forc'd from his palace at the midnight hour, 
When, all-ſecure, beneath the olive's ſhade 
His eyes were ſeal'd in ſleep. Nor could he deem 
His ſceptred gueſt, a lawleſs raviſher. 


 ARTABANE 5, 


The crime of tenderneſs a parent's breaſt, 

To kind impreſſions apt, may ſurely pardon ; ; 

Young, loving, and belov'd, Pharnaces came, 

A king, a blooming conqueror, to your court ; 

The regal diadem adorn'd his brow A 

Tui wich the verdant laurel.— Thamyris 

Had long been promis'd to his ardent vows— 

By Athridates promis'd ; and her heart, 

Pleas'd with a father's ſanction, own'd its lord; 

Yet then, even at that moment, when Pharnaces, 

His heart high-beating with a br idegroom's tranſ- 
port, 

Approach 'd the flaming altar, Athridates, 


B 2 Seduc'd 


4 The SIEGE of SINOPE. 


Seduc'd by Rome, and dazzled by her friendſhip, 
Broke the ſtrong fetters of long-plighted faith, 
And tore her from his wiſhes :—ſtung to madneſs, 
And too regardleſs of a father's right, 

Impell'd by love, he bore the princeſs thence, 
And plac'd her, half-reluCtant, on his throne. 


| ATALTAL. - 
No more, my friend; behold, the king approaches, 


ATHRIDATES, ARTABANES, AR'TAXIAS, 
ORCHANES, and Guards, 


ATT NI DATA. 


Ambaſſador of Pontus, tis the hour 

Prefix'd for thy return: — ſay ta thy queen, 

A father's love has melted into air 

A monarch's juſt reſentments.— I forgive, 

And as my child will meet her. Her offences, 
Since now repentant, from my memory fade, 
Like the light cloud before the ſummer-breeze, 


ARTABANE $ 
Auſpicious ſounds ! From this diſtinguiſhid era 


Pontus and Cappadocia's warlike ſons, 
A band of brothers, bury all diſtinction, 


EL ES WER KW 


The laſſitude of age, and toils of war, 

Demand a ſhort repoſe ; the coming night 

I give to reſt; but with the rifing dawn, 

In Themis' temple, I embrace a daughter, 

Once dearer than the blood which warms my heart, 

And fign a laſting league with brave Pharnaces. 
ART A 


The SIEGE of SINOPE 5 
ARTABANES. 
May Jove and righteous Themis bleſs your union! 


-ATHMTI-DATTI'S 


Thanks, generous chief; this further to thy queen: 
The dear domeſtic bliſs, ſo long ſuſpended, 

Of mild paternal love, awhile indulg'd 

Beneath your monarch's hoſpitable roof, 

And Athridates leads his warriors back, 

To guard their native walls and houſhold gods. 


AnTATSAWS 


This hour, the faireſt in the rolls of time, 
Wipes from the trembling matron's eye the tear, 
And ſpreads unnumber'd bleſſings thro' the land. 


Fo i 5 OW Þ oo Ko 


The ſtealing ſtep of evening warns thee hence: 
See to the weſt the radiant god of day, 

On rapid wing, driyes faſt his fiery courſers ! 
Ere he aſcend the azure vault of heaven 
Expect me in Sinope.—Thou, Orchanes, 
Safe to the eaſtern gate with ſpeed” conduct 
The valiant Artabanes.— Chief farewel ! 


SCENE.Nt.: 
ATHRIDATES, AR TAXIAS. 


"CRY. ALT 4b 
Behold yon liquid phin !—Its ſmooth expanſe 
Late vex'd with blackening ſtorms, like a clear 
mirror | 5 
Reflects the ſetting ſun, whoſe quivering beams 
Play on the glaſſy ſurface! Happy emblem 
Of this propitious day ! 
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ATHRIDATES 


Calm is the ſea, | 
The winds are huſh'd, and every wave at peace; 
"Tis in my boſom the big tempeſt rages. 


STS EETASS Av 


My lord ! 


% 


Artaxias, to thy faithſul breaſt 
Thy maſter truſts his every care. The hour 
Dear to my ſoul, and fondly ſought, approaches. 


3 0 W i 3 i 


To-morrow's dawn ſhall ſee. your vows exchang'd 
With Pontus' warhke monarch ; ſhall behold 
Your blended incenſe riſe, in curling, volumes, 

A grateful offering to the powers divine, 


. 


Bellona, guardian goddeſs of my realm, 

In fair Comana's lofty walls ador'd, 

Firſt claims my yr vow. She nerv'd my arm; 

And o'er the land, by fell diſmay attended, 

March'd by my fide, array'd in all her terrors, 

And ſhook her brandiſh'd ſpear : She gave me 
conqueſt, 

The glorious meed of heroes. 


1 AED A 5 
The fierce hour 
Of raging indignation is claps'd, . 
Is paſt for ever. 
Ar HAITI DATE. 


Ves, tis paſt for ever: 
The fruitful olive now o' ertops the laurel. 


Let 
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Yet buſy memory will not be reſtrain'd ; 

She will recall thoſe times of wild contention, 
When, driv'n by Mithridates from my throne, ' 
With unrelenting, ſavage, fury driven !— 

Yon vaſt expanſe of waves, this globe of earth, 
No longer found for thy inſulted lord 

A kind aſylum from the victor's rage.— 
Canſt thou forget my ſon, in youth's firſt prime, 
A beauteous branch, torn from the parent ſtem, 
And falling, in gay vernal bloom, to earth ? 
Canſt thou forget the ſorrows which for him 
Have harrow'd up this boſom ? 


AKTALTA 


By the chance 
Of furious war he fell, with glory fell, 
And ſtain'd his youthful ſword with hoſtile blood. 


ATHREDATE SS. 


I ſaw him fall ſtill teſt the traces here: 
I live,—and yet his ſpirit unappeas'd 
Upbraids my lingering vengeance. 


AR. 1-AAT A $ 


Why purſue 
On Pontus' guiltleſs king a father's crimes ? 


ST WH AID 4A T ©: SS. 


Tho” years on years have roll'd, ſtill, at the name 
Of Mithridates, keen reſentment points 

The ſleeping thunder; the ſtern furies riſe 
With ten-fold ſerpents crown'd. 


ART AK 14.8 


Be all your wrongs, 
My royal lord, forgot 


AT HR I- 
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ATHERID AT 5 $ 


Yet more, Pharnaces, 
This friend, this new ally, did he not bear, 
At dead of night, from theſe defenceleſs arms, 
My child, my Thamyris ; the only hope 
Of my declining years; the only hope 
His father's ſword had left me? 


ANT AX 1 4.8. 


On his throne 


She more than ſhares his power, reſpected, lov'd 
The idol of his ſoul ! 


AMS LD 4a VT. 5 Bs. 


She was my pride, 
My joy, my age's comfort, fair as nature 
Freſh from the forming hands of mighty Jove : 
Nor was her mind leſs perfect, fram'd, at once, 
To give the hour of private life its grace, 
Or ſhare the toils of empire. But no more 


Let me not thus, with retroſpective eye, 
Recall the fatal paſt. 


A T AX 1 Af 


O Athridates! 
Great Lord of nations, learn, at laſt, to vanquiſh 
Thy « own unconquer'd heart. 


ATH XI DAT ES. 


What wou'd thy 2eal 
Have I not pledg'd my faith? 


ARTAX I 4'fo 


The faith of kings 
Should be irrevocable as the mandate 
From Jove's imperial throne, Tis not an hour 
Since to th' ambaſſador, in yonder tent, 
Your royal hand was given in pledge of peace. 


I SCENE 


** meal wt; 
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SCENE Iv. 
ATHRIDATES, ARTAXIAS, a MESSENGER. 


M ES 8 EN OG E R. | 
Mighty king ! 
A moment ſince, the centinels deſcry'd 
A warlike train, from yonder hills deſcending, 
Who this way bend their march ;—the tow'ring 
eagles | 
Declare them Roman. 


ATWHRE IT D ATE Þb 


Brave Domitius comes: 
To treaties faithful, leads his dauntleſs warriors, 
From Tyber's banks to join my conquering arms. 


. 


He comes to ſhare the bounty of the gods; 
Fair concord's heart- felt joys. 


ATHRIDATI 


He comes to ſhare 
The joys of Athridates. Mark me well: 
When in the eaſt the ruddy ſtreaks of light 
Firſt gild the gay horizon, let the troops, 
Arrang'd, in burniſh'd arms, attend my wil}, 


SCE NEV, 


ATHERIDATE $* 
Yes, the grey dawn ſhall ſee me in Sinope; 
Shall ſee my incenſe rife, but not to Themis. 
Saſe, (as they deem) depending on my faith, 
ö C Sinope's 
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Sinope's thoughtleſs warriors ſhare the feaſt, 
Begin the choral ſong, the graceful dance, 

And drain the ſprightly bowl. Still, blind to fate, 
Let them enjoy the mirthful hour, and twine 
The feſtal roſe round their devoted brows, 

Nor ſpy the adder lurking mid'ſt the leaves. 


ACT 


The SIEGE of SINOPE. tr 


"oy 


SCENE I. 


Ar; open Place in the City of Sinope, before the 
ernie 7 the Temple of Themis. 


ARTABANES, TIGRANES. 


TIGRANES. 


AIL to my friend, by whoſe ſucceſsful c cares, 
The peace of Pontus on the firm foundation 

Of royal faith is fix'd, for ages fix'd. 

From the tall citadel's commanding ſummit, 

Advancing ſwiftly to the Eaſtern gate, 

J ſaw the Cappadocian troops approach 

In ſhining arms. — Their neareſt files, ere this, 

By Athridates led, have gain'd the city. 


ARR FAR ALS 


No longer hoſtile, to the paſſing winds 
His people's father, brave Pharnaces, gives 
His paſt reſentment, and prepares to meet 
With every public, every martial honour, 


Due to a monarch, hero, father, friend, 
The royal Athridates, 


2:4 @ R.A WES; 


At the altar 
Their ſacred faith exchang'd, all-beauteous con- 
cord 


C's Prepares 
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Prepares a fairer wreathe than that of conqueſt, 
To bind their peaceful brows. 


ART AS ANTE $% 


Belov'd of Heav'n, 
The gentle power deſcends, with placid mien, 
To bleſs with milder joys our monarch's reign. 


RED I @ TB 


With public happineſs, for ham, the gods 
Propitious have entwin'd the heart-felt bliſs 
Which waits the ſoft affections. From this hour 
(No longer by conflicting duties torn) 

The queen to heaven prefers her ardent vows ; 
Vows which a huſband and a father ſhare. 


CAT ADATNE£A 


Even at this moment, when the imperfect dawn 
Juſt tinges with a faint and trembling luſtre 

The gilded turrets of yon holy fane, 

She ſeeks the righteous power. The names beloy'd 
Of Athridates and Pharnaces riſe | 

In rapturous gratulations, at the ſhrine 

Of tutelary Themis. As ſhe paſs'd, 

I mark'd the triumph which with heighten'd grace 
Adorn'd her lovely form: ſhe ſeem'd to ſcorn 
The earth ſhe trod on, and entranc'd with joy 

To preſs with lighter ſtep the balmy air. 


9 + If 7 a8 & 


Her mind, unruffled with the threatening ſtorm, 
Which hung ſo late o'er theſe devoted walls, 
Reſumes its wonted greatneſs. 


ART A- 
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e 


All the ſtrength 
Of manly wiſdom, mix'd with woman's ſweetneſs, 
In her fair ſoul in bright aſſemblage meet; 
Soft as the doves in Cytherea's car, 
Yet lofty as th' imperial cagle's flight. 
But 'tis the hour, when, by the king” command, 
] join th' approaching train. Meanwhile tis chine 
Around thele lofty walls with care to range 
Thy choſen files, and guard the ſacred portal. 


SCENE IL 


T1GRANES ſpeaks as the Scene changes. 


The temple gates unfold, and, ſee! the queen, 
Bright as Aurora, riſing in the eaſt ! 

What mingled graces! Thus the Cyprian goddeſs, 
Dreſt by the ſmiling loves, and feſtive hours, 

On blue Olympus ſtarry height appears. 


Scene draws to ſolemn Muſic, and Kees the 
Inſide of the Temple the Pillars adorned with 
fejtoons of flowers—an Altar burning, crowned 
with Wreaths of Olive—Orontes, Prie/ts, and 


Virgins in white, ranged on each 1 bee 
 /. anding by the Altar. | 


T HA MT Ri 


All righteous Themis! to thy name we pour 
The ſong of gratitude! By thee ſweet peace 
Spreads her ſoft wings around us; faſt beſide 
Thy facred altar the fair wanderer reſts : 
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Yet not her choiceſt gifts, not Pontus ſav'd, 
Would fill. my vows, if, by the goddeſs led, 
Great Athridates came not. Once again 

My filial arms ſhall preſs a much lov'd father 
Again his child, his Thamyris, ſhall fee 

The ſmile paternal on his aged cheek, | 

And hear his voice in bleſſings. Ye, my virgins, 
Bring the freſh flow'rets of the lovely ſpring, 


To ſtrew his honour'd path. 


G RON T E s. 
The monarchs come: 
Ere this they have embrac'd, and bend their ſteps 
To this propitious ſhrine.— Ve holy train, 
Prepare the rites, prepare the ſacred cup, 
A pure libation to th' atteſting gods, 
The pledge of future concord. Raiſe the ſtrain 


To awful Themis, arbitreſs of kings. 


[ 4s Orontes approaches the altar, and the or- 
cheſtra begin the arcompanyment, loud thunder 
is heard on the left—the temple ſhakes the 
flames on the altat are ſuddenly extinguifh;ed, 
and the whole ſcene darkened. | 


Ayett theſe omens, heaven ! 


THAMYR I $. 
Immortal powers ! 


If with pure heart, and will to heaven refign'd, 


I fought this holy fane, protect and pardon 
Your tzembling votary. Speak your awful purpoſe. 


SCENE 
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SCENE UI. 


THAMYRIS, ARTABANES, ORON TES, 
Prieſts and Virgins. 


AR TA BAK. 


Break off, break off, your inauſpicious rites! 

With heav'n the i impious Athridates wars: 

The Romans, foes profeſt of human kind, 

Abet his perfidy. The king awhile 

Retards his progreſs, but I fear in vain : 

Sinope ſtreams with blood. With feſtive ſongs, 

Unarm'd, and crown'd with wreaths of peaceful 
oliv ©, 5 

Our unſuſpecting warriors met his ſteps, 

And ruſh'd on death: nor helpleſs infancy, 

Nor trembling age eſcapes : on to the, palace, 

The murderer hews his way. 


ST MH AM HT 
| | Ha! to the palace | 
Is my child ſafe ! quick, anſwer—ſpare, oh ſpare 
A parent's anguiſh. 


ARTABRANE $. 


By the king's command, 
The vahant Gordias, with a choſen band, 
Protects his innocence. 


i 
Illuſtrious mourner ! 
Leave to the gods thy righteous cauſe; their power 


Can ſtrike the faulchion from ch. uplifted arm, 
And wither every nerve. 
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TRAMNTYEY 


O] didſt thou know 
A mother's fears—her agonizing terrors, 


E'en when no danger threats! Alarm'd ſhe hears 
The ruſhing whirlwind in the zephyr's breath, 
If abſent from her offspring ; let me fly 

And claſp him to my boſom ; there alone 

My fears will think him ſafe, 


SCENE Iy. 
ORONTES, TIGRANES, and Prieſts. 


T.IA.GOK AWE: $. 


Rever'd Orontes, 
I ſought the queen; from yonder ſcene of horror 
I flew t to guard her * 


O. RON T ES. i 


Brave Artabanes 
Conducts her to the palace. But our r monarch ! ! 
Pharnaces! Does he live? 


T-IGR ANB 


With matchleſs valor 
He ſtems che tide of battle; but too ſoon 


Th' unequal conflict ends Surpriz d, betray'd, 
A prey to baſeſt perfidy, he falls; | 

And Rome and Athridates rule in Pontus. 
Farewel : this ſword may yet aſſiſt my prince. 


O RONT ES. | 
Say to the king, the gods are friends to truth : 
Let him remember, keen Adverſity 
Is Virtue's healthful ſchool: to-morrow's dawn 
Nlay fee this tyrant, whoſe perfidious boſom, 
With 
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With impious daring, mocks the ſacred vow, 
Proſtrate on earth, confeſs the gods are juſt. 
Retire, whilſt here the miniſters of heaven, 
Submiſſive, deprecate the wrath divine. 


[ Scene cloſes, 


SCENTSE--V, 
A Apartment in the Palace. 


PHARNACES, THAMYRIS, meeting. 


HA MEM I 


My lord! my life! do J again behold thee ? 
At fight of thee, my terrors all are vaniſh'd, 
Like darkneſs at the morning's orient beam. 


PHARNACE 1% 


Clear roſe that orient beam, to ſet in blood ! 
And is it thus we meet? O Thamyris ! 


Thy impious father! But I would not grieve thee, 


THA MTN I. 


Canſt thou forgive me Cruel Athridates ! 

Why art thou leagued with Rome, whoſe fell am- 
birion 

Spurns Nature's laws, and points the father's ſword 

Een at his children's boſoms ? 


PFHARMNAC EB 8. 


Though defeated, 
I am not conquer'd ; ſtill the mighty ſpirit 
Of Mithridates animates this boſom. 
One hope remains : beneath Sinope's walls, 
My choiceſt troops, encamp'd, expect with ardour 
Their monarch's preſence, as the happy fignal 
D . 


Of 
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Of conqueſt and revenge. The gods may give me 
To tear the laurel from the faithleſs brows 
Of Rome and Cappadocia, and to ſtrike 
The vengeful faulchion to the tyrant's heart. 


T HAMIL KRIS 


For me what hope remains ? a huſband, father, 
Arm'd to deſtroy each other. My lov'd lord ! 
By the fond paſſion which unites our ſouls, 

Let me adjure thee, by the rolling years 

Of faith unſpotted, go not to the field, 


PHARNWNACE:S 


Soul of my life, forbear ! the preſent moment 
Is all the fates allow; I muſt not hear thee. 

Is this a time for ſoftneſs, when Revenge 
Preſents her flaming ſword, with blood diſtain'd, 
And ſummons me away! the minutes call: 

Een while I ſpeak, my guiltleſs people periſh : 
Terror and death round Athridates talk ; 

If ſoften'd by thy tears my purpoſe ſlackens, 
*T1s paſt, and Pontus falls. 


T HAM VYI RIS. 
Inhuman, go; 
Haſte to the warring camp, and leave me here, 
The ſavage conqueror's prey ; leave thy Eumenes, 
Thy helpleſs ſon, with me to drag a chain, 


To grace the victor's car, and ſoothe the pride 
Of impious Rome. 


PHARNACE'S 
| Thy words have rous'd a ſerpent, 
But heaven infpires ! Yes ! I will fave you both. 


THAMYELS 


Then thou wilt ſtay, and guard with pious care 
4 The 
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The palace of thy fathcrs—guard thy ſon ! 
Thy wife! thy people! who with ardent eyes 
Look up to thee for ſafety. 


PHAR IN ASHES 


On this ſword, 
Stain'd with the blood of perfidy and fraud— 


THAMYBRIS. 
Why doſt thou tremble! ſay what dreadful purpoſe. 


PHARNACE $. 


My queen ! my beſt belov'd—to awful Themis, 
Protectreſs of the injur'd, on this ſword | 
Swear to obey whate'er commands the gods 

By me hae þ 


THAMTYT TT. 


I ſwear, by awful Themis, 
Prote&reſs of the injur'd ! 


PHARNACE $. 
| Heaven may give me 
To conquer in a cauſe which every god 
Muſt ſure approve : but if the haughty eagles 
Here bend their fatal flight : if heaven decrees 
The ſubject- world muſt weep in chains, to glut 
Rome's mercileſs ambition: if Pharnaces 
From yonder field, where hope expands her wing, 
Returns a breathleſs corſe; or, vanquiſh'd, leaves 
thee 
A helpleſs captive in the victor's power 
How ſhall 1 ſpeak the reſt ? See'ſt thou this dagger? 
A huſband's laſt, beſt gift. 


THRAMT RIS 


Thou haſt divin'd 
D 2 My 


20 The SIEGE of SINOPE. 


My ſoul's unſhaken purpoſe. Thamyris 
Will die a queen, and free. 


PFHAR KN ACE 3. 


Yet there is more. 
Now ſteel thy ſoul, for I al. wound it ceep | 
Eumenes ! Z 


THAM TY 2. 3.4 
My child ? Thou canſt not mean— 


PHARNACE $. 
Shall he, the royal heir of mighty Kings— 


A line of heroes—at the conqueror's wheels 

Drag a vile chain, a ſpectacle of ſcorn 

Through Rome's inſulting ſtreets ? Could'ſt thou, 
expiring, 

Leave him in Roman bonds ? 


THAMY-RIS 


The dreadful image 
Chills every ſource of life. 


R HAR NAC ES. 
If Rome prevails, 
Deep in his infant boſom plunge that ſteel, 


And fave him from diſnonour [Thamyris faints, 
Ha ! ſhe dies ! 


The blood forſakes her cheek ! What have I done! 5 
Too far I urg'd her heart. 


THAMYRI $ 


| Recovering 3 Where is Eumenes ! 
I thought—burt *twas a dream! Ah! no—that 
dagger 


The dire remembrance Haſhes on my ſoul ; 
Pharnaces 
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Pharnaces, could thy hand ?—Alas, he knows not 
A mother's tenderneſs, 


PHARNACE S. 


Like thee a parent, 
I love my child, e'en with a mother's fondneſs ; 
Yet to preſerve him from ignoble bonds 
But I will truſt thy virtue: to thy care 
I leave my all, my ſon, my kingdom's hope. 
If heaven directs the battle, we ſhall meet, 
Victorious meet; if not, that mind auguſt 
Will ſpeak the reſt ; tis thine to ſet him free. 


IHAMER IS 


And canſt thou leave me thus! perhaps for ever! 
O! I have much to ſay—theſe ſtarting tears 


%A 
„„ 


PHARNACHE $ 


My ſoul's beſt treaſure ! ſee*ſt thou not the pangs 
Which rend my tortur'd heart? the mighty voice 
Of public duty calls me. Does the ſtorm 

On us alone deſcend ? At this dread moment 
How many weeping matrons mourn their lords ! 
How many agonizing mothers curſe, 

In bitterneſs of ſoul, thy father's ſword ! 

Wilt thou conſpire againſt me ! Pitying gods | 

O ſave me from her ſorrows ! I muſt leave thee ; 


Leave thee midſt foes; but 'tis to ſave from bondage 
This bleeding land, 


THAM TRI Þ 


Where has my ſpirit ſlept ? 
Where is that ſpark of heaven-deſcended virtue 
Which gives the diadem its brighteſt luſtre, 
And fires the monarch's boſom ! 7 Go, Pharnaces, 
Thy duty calls; I yield thee to thy people: 
Forgive 
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Forgive me; go, thy country's beſt defender ; 
And may the gods protect thee ! h 


PHEARTRN ACHE & 


| | To my child 
Bear this embrace, and ſay—but whilſt J linger, 
The work of fate goes on. Thou wilt remember— 
The faithleſs Romans come—that ſteel! Eu- 
menes ! 

The laſt of Mithridates' conquering race — 

The blood of heroes fills his infant veips— 

If he is doom'd a ſlave 


 THAMYRI Ss. 
No more, no more : 
Tho” horror ſhakes my frame, yet go ſecure !— 


Truſt to my faith; —ne'er ſhall the conquering race 
Of Mithridates bluſh in chains. 


P H AR N Ac RES. 
Farewell! 


SCENE VI. 


nnn. 


What has my raſhneſs ſworn! All-righteous 
Themis ! 

O ſpare a mother's crime !—Let my lov'd lord 

Return with conqueſt crown'd !—Preſerve the 
hero, 

Who combats for his country !—In the fiele 

Be preſent with him ; nerve his patriot arm! 

Give the lov'd monarch to his people's wiſhes, 

And ſhow mankind the great reward of virtue, 


ACT 
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ACT UI. 


S.C A NE. 
The Street. 
ATHRIDATES, ARTAXIAS. 


ATHRIDAT ES. 


EVENGE at length is mine: on yonder 
towers 
The Cappadocian banners proudly wave 
And wanton in the gale. The fierce Pharnaces, 
A lion in the toils, within his palace 
Hides his diſhonour'd head. 


ARTAX IAS. 
Ill-fated prince! 


ATHRID AT ES. 


Doſt thou lament him? By th' unburied dead 
Sent by my conquering ſword this day to ſeek 
The gloomy borders of ſtern Pluto's reign, 
Another word like that, and to the ſhades 
Thy trembling ghoſt ſhall follow. 


AR TA XI A-$S 


When I view 
The dreadful carnage of this day of blood; 
See this fair city, which the dawn beheld 
The pride of Aſia, humbled in the duſt; 
Her ſlaughter'd citizens; her blazing domes; 
Her ipfants, clinging round their dying mothers ; 
Forgive me, fir; if, loyal as I am, 
I drop the tear humane. 


A H- 
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ATHRIDATES; 


Reſerve thy tears; 
If for my foes they fall, thoſe tears are treaſon. 


ARTAXIAS. 
My ſword, my arm, my life, O king ! are yours ; 
The feelings of my heart, the ſacred drops 
Of generous pity, heaven alone controuls. 


ATHRIDATE $ 


Keep them for heaven, nor damp thy maſter's 
triumph 
With inauſpicious ſorrows. 


ARTAX IAS. 


Spare at leaſt 
A child in Thamyris. 


ATHRIDAT Es. 


Thou plead'ſt in vain: 
No, heaven be witneſs, I will ne'er withdraw 
The fiends of carnage, till the ſierce Pharnaces, 
His queen (no more my daughter), and their ſon, 
The bond of their deteſted union, glut 
The ravening vulture's hunger. Let her periſh :— 
She dies,—this ſword—or rather let her live ; 
Lave to drink up the bitter cup of ſhame ; 
To ſwell the triumph of victorious Rome; 
In chains, to follow the proud car of Cæſar, 
And learn to ſcorn a father, 


ART-AXIAS. 


Can your hcart, 
To pity dead, forget her infant charms, 
Her ſpringing dawn of beauty? 
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ATHRIDATE SS. 


Speak not of her : 
Speak of revenge : of laughter, horrors, —death'; 
Her diſobedience draws the righteous ſword, 
And I am but the delegate of heaven, 
To ftrike the deſtin'd blow. 


SCENE II. 


ATHRIDATES, ARTAXIAS, ORCHANES; | 


ORCHANES, | 
From brave Domitius— | 


ATHRIDATES. 


Has he too conquer'd ? my impatient ſpirit 
Prevents the ſtep of time, 


ORCHANES. 


| Great Athridates, 
Be all thy days like this! Thy foes give way 
On every fide : Domitius has attack'd 
Yon hoſtile camp; unequal to the conflict, 
Their vanquiſh'd files retire. 


ATHRI DATES. 


For this ſhalt bleed 
The ſnowy herd on dread Bellona's altar, 
In grateful ſacrifice. 


 ORCKANES, 
The reſt, my voice 
Unw illingly relates— 


| ATUHRIDATLES. 
Ha! ſay'ſt thou —ſpeak ! — 
E 02CH Au 
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- ORCHANES 


'This moment, from the ramparts, I beheld 


Pharnaces paſs the gate, which, near his palace, 
Leads to the royal tent. 


ATHRIDATES. 
Eſcap'd !—confufion !— 


ORCHANES 


He but eſcap'd to make his fall more fatal, 
More glorious your revenge. Domitius' troops, 
With clofing ranks, almoſt ſurround his camp, 
Nor can his preſence fave his faithful bands 
From Rome's all-conquering legions. 


ATHRI DATES. 


Vet one way 
My power can reach his heart, — his queen, — his 
ſon — 


Haſte, force the palace gates; ſecure them both 3 
My eager fury will not brook delay. 


SCENE III. 
The Palace. 
THAMYRIS, XIPHARES. 


TRAM TR IS. 


By ſorrow led, unknowing where I wander, 
Through each apartment of this once-lov'd palace 
I trace my chearteſs way, Pale fear and terror, 
The ſad attendants on a ſtate like mine, 
Have from this heart, oppreſs'd with keeneſt an- 
guiſh, 

Chac'd every lucid ray of expectation. 

IT RARESV. 
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XIPHARES. 


Great God of battles ! 
If dearer far to heaven than hecatombs 
A monarch's virtues, juſtice, mercy, truth, 
Firm faith unſpotted, valor {till chaſtis'd 
By mild compaſſion, grace Pharnaces' reign, 
Auſpicious hear! and aid the prince who draws 


Conſtrain'd th* unwilling ſword ! the prince who 
wars 


Not to deſtroy, but ſave ! 
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SCENE IV. 
 THAMYRIS, ARTABANES, XIPHARES, 


ARTABAN ES. 


My gracious queen ! 
With haſty ſtep, advancing to the palace, 
This way the Cappadocian troops advance, 
Led by their haughty lord: a glittcring grove 
Of hoſtile ſpears play in the quivering ſun- beams, 
And emulate the day. This regal dome 
Affords a poor precarious hour of ſafety, 


THAMYRTIS 


Xiphares, haſte : Do thou conduct my child, 

If he is ſafe, my ſoul unmov'd can meet 

The wildeſt rage of fate—away—away, 

Thou know'ſt the winding path, — the dark abode, 
Where ſleep th' illuſtrious heroes of his race. 
Even Athridates, cruel as he is, 

Will fear to violate the awful tomb. 


[ Claſhing of fwords, 
This inſtant fly, the murderous band approach, 


E2-. SCENE 
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$CENE v. 
THAMYRIS. ARTABANES. 


THAMYRIS. 


'Throw wide the gates; reſiſtance now is vain ; : 
The raging ſtorm in thunder breaks above us,— 
But I will meet it, — 


SCENE VI. ; 
THAMYRIS, ATHRIDATES, ARTABANES. 
ARTABANES. 


| Ha ! my father here ! 
My trembling heart recoils— - 


ATHRIDATE $. 
Imperious woman ! 
Haſt thou forgot me? 


T H AMI R 18S. 


Wou'd I could forget 
This day of matchleſs horrors ! ! 


A THRIDATE 5. 
Her ſtern eyes 
Diſdainful fix'd on earth, ſhe meets with ſcorn 
The father ſhe abandon'd. Say, obdurate, 
Ere on thy hcad the vengeful ſteel deſcends, 
Where haſt thou hid my victim ? the remains 
Of Mithridates' race? the impious pledge 
Of thy unhallow'd nuptials ? 


THAMYRIS. 


Midſt yon heaps, 
Fon fayghter d heaps, where age and infancy 


Fro- 
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Promiſcuous ſwell the dreadful carnage, ſeck 

His unprotected innocence. But where, 

Inhuman ? tell me,—where is my Pharnaces ? 

Where are my murder'd people !— kingdom ! — 
throne ! 

All, all, my . woman's, heart, 

Betray d to Athridates.— My fond wiſh 

To hail once more the tender name of father, 

To kiſs that hand rever'd, and ſue for pardon ; 

My weak, miſtaken, filial piety, | 

Haye piero d with tenfold wounds this bleeding 
land, 


And wing'd the arrow to my husband's heart. 


ATHRID AT E S. 
?Tis well, this arrogance becomes a daughter. 


THAMYRIS. 


Becomes a queen : thy cruelty has raz'd 

Each tender name from nature's beauteous volume, 
And clos'd the fond account. No more a daughter 
Implores a father's ſmile ; but majeſty, 
Offended, wounded, injur'd, majeſty, 

Meets its 'oppreflor. Powerful as thou art, 

Lord of my fate, I rife ſuperior to thee 

For thou haſt broke thy faith. 


ATHRIDATES 


Why waſte I words? 
The king, the conqueror, demands his captive: 
Produce thy ſon, or inſtant death, embitter'd 
By keeneſt tortures, waits thee. 


THAMYTRIS. 


Vain theſe threats; 
A mather's boſom, trembling for her child, 
One tear alone can know, 


ATHR Ie 


: 
Er . eat Ents.) 
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ATHRNIDATELS 


Thou fear'ſt for him !— 
He lives then !—but 'tis well—be till that fear 


Thy curſe, till vengeance comes! Thou canſt not 
lon 

Conceal him from my ſearch :—A father's juſtice 

Shall reach that heart relentleſs, and inflict 

Pangs I could almoſt pity.—In that hour, 


_ That trying hour, to meet with heart unmov'd 


The ſword of Rome, and brave a father's vengeance, 
What god omnipotent ſhall give thee courage ? 


THAMYRIS. 
The god within the ſoul, —deſpair,—myſelf. 


ATHRIDATES. 
Soon ſhalt thou meet the trial : ſummon all 
Thy boaſted fortitude, —The hour approaches. 


SCENE VII. 


THAMYRIS, ATHRID AT ES, ARTABANES, 
ARTAXIAS, ORCHANES. 


ORCHANES 


Great Athridates ! o'er the lonely palace, 


In vain, at thy command, we ſought the prince: 
In ſome unknown retreat, from every eye 
The queen conceals her ſon. 


THAMYRI S. 


Beyond thy power | 
He lives, protected by th' immortal gods. 


Yes, thy allies, from Tyber's faithleſs banks, 
Shall want the nobleft trophy of the war; 
My child ſhall mock their fury. 


I SCENE 
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SCEN,E VII. 
ATHRIDATES, ARTAXIAS, ORCHANES. 


ATHRIDATES. 


Woman's rage, 
Though fierce, is harmleſs as the miſſive dart 


From childhood's feeble arm. Do thou, Orchanes, 


At diſtance wait the queen ; obſerve her ſteps, 
But leave them free. 


SCENE IX. 
ATHRIDATES, ARTAXIAS. 


Sincere and undiſguis'd 
As fond, believing, ſmiling infancy, 
Suſpicion dwells not with her; yet her ſpirit 
To fear ſuperior riſes. Fraudful guile, 
Not force, muſt gain my purpoſe. To the ſnare 
Maternal love will guide her. Led by terror, 
And anxious to elude my threaten'd vengeance, 
When unreſtrain'd, her buſy thought will weave 
Th' infidious web, in which herſelf, intangled, 
Will meet more {ſure deſtruction. 


ARTAXHI A $. 


Gracious king ! 
Sec me implore you for a once-lov'd daughter, 
Now fall'n from power, the captive of your arms, 
Whoſe weakneſs pleads for mercy, 


ATHRIDATES. 


Power of Vengeance ! 
To thee my vows are paid ! The great reſolve, 


The 
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The hardy deed are thine ! Let my brave troops 

[To Artaxias. 
Find from their arduous toils a ſhort repoſe : 
That done, again they draw the glittering ſteel; - _ 
And join yon camp. The word be Vieory. 


SCENE X. 


The Garden of the Palace; the Scene terminated by 
a dark Grove, leading to the Tomb of Mithridates, 
a Part of which appears at a Diſtance through 
the Trees. 


ARTABANES, TIGRANES: 


ARTABANES. 


A dreadful interval of ſolemn filence 

Succeeds the tumult of the raging battle, 
And through Sinope reigns. Oer all the city | 
No ſound 1s heard, except a falling murmur, 
Which, leſs and leſs, expires upon the ear, 
Like the ſoft trembling of the ſettled deep, 
After the ſtorm ſubſides. 


TIGRANES. 5 
A calm like this 
Precedes the baleful tempeſt. Still in arms 
The troops of Athridates filent wait 
Their cruel maſter's will. 


ARTABANES. 
The moments teem 
Eventful, and the coming hour decides 
Whether the trembling ſons of Pontus bow 
Eencath the yoke of foreign tyranny, | 


Or, 
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Or, crown'd with conqueſt, on their native lord | 
Delighted gaze, and raiſe the ſong to heaven. 


TIGRANES. 
Tf yet Pharnaces lives, ye gods protect him! 
Protect this gracious image of yourſelves, 
Who, midſt the horrors of relentleſs war, 
Has made a nation bleſt, 


ARTABANES, 

When fierce invaſion 
Roll'd like a torrent o'er th' affrighted land, 
Have we not ſeen him, terrible in fight, 
As Mars reſiſtleſs, point the glittering ſpear, 
As war were his delight? yet to his people 
Gentle as Maia's fon, as Themis juſt, 
Benignant as the god who ſtrikes the lyre, 
And leads; ferene, the radiant pomp of day. 


TIGRANES. 
Behold the queen ! Along the verdant grove, 
Which from the noontide fervor ſhades the palace, 
And, winding, leads to Mithridates' tomb, 
Her footſteps haſte ; with wild enquiring glance 
Her piercing eye pervades th' umbrageous gloom : 
She ſtops, ſhe liſtens, like the trembling hind, 
Which from the hunters rage conceals her young, 
And pants, alarm'd, whene'er the ruſtling leaf 
By Zephyr's breath is fann'd. 


ARTABANE S. 


The gates unfold: 
Xiphares meets her ſtep. Reſpect her ſorrows; 
At diſtance let us wait, to guard her back 
With duteous care in ſafety to the palace. 


F SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 


The Place of Sepulchre of the Kings of Pontus; e- 


veral magnificent Tombs; in the Middle of the 
Stage that of Mithridates, 


(A faint Light juſt makes the Tombs viſible.) 
THAMYRIS, leading EUMENES ; 
XIPHARES _— 


THAMYBRIS. 


Tis paſt! I heard diſtinct the fatal knell ; 

The conquering ſhout from Rome's embattled 
legions. 

Pharnaces falls !—the VE TErY father, king; 3 

The idol of his people, the laſt hope 

Of wretched Pontus.—O, too greatly daring ! 

In vain I wept, I kneel'd. Thou deareſt object 

Of a fond mother's love, her fears, her ſorrows | 

The fatal hour is come, and we muſt die. 

Thy father's ſpirit calls. Immortal Powers ! 

Who pour'd into my boſom woman's ſoftneſs, 

If you decree this trembling hand muſt ſhed 

The blood of innocence, O ſteel my ſoul, 

And mould my heart to all my father's fierceneſs. 


LK IPHARYKE $ 


O ſhade rever'd of mighty Mithridates ! 
Ye ſacred manes of a line of heroes! 
Protect your royal offspring ! 


THAM Y»- 


i 


The SIEGE of SINOPE. 35 


THEAMYRERTIS. 


Ever faithful 
To Mithridates' houſe, to thee I truſt 
My ſoul's laſt hope; perhaps thy infant king. 
Within this awful manſion of the dead 
Awhile conceal his helpleſs innocence, 
, Sole hope of my ſad heart, why bend on me 
Thoſe tender beams, which harrow up my ſoul ! 
Why doſt thou tremble ? Why retire thy ſteps ? 
The good Xiphares will attend thee ſtill. 


ZIPHARES 


Whate'er your purpoſe, royal Thamyris, 
Each moment pow is precious, 


THAMYRIS. 
My belov'd ! 

Yield to thy fate: receive this kiſs, and live 
For me, this awful pile, the ſad aſylum 
Of all my foul holds dear, ſhall ſoon receive me. 
It death alone can ſave me from the Romans, 
My unembody'd ſpirit {till ſhall hover 
Where'er the gods conduct thee. Go, my child! 
I cannot ſay, farewell! | 


[ Xiphares leads Eumenes to the Tomb; they 
enter, and the Doors cloſe. Thamyris looks 
after them. | 


F 2 SCENE 
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SCENE XIL 


THAMYRIS, ATHRIDATES, ARTAXIAS, 
 ORCHANES. ' 


ATHRIDATES, 
[To Artax.] Urge me no more, See, from a 
father's mercy 
She flies to this vile tomb, where reſt the aſhes 
Of him my ſoul deteſted! What dire purpoſe 
Could from thy palace lead thy erring ſteps 
To this abhorr'd abode? Whom ſeek'ſt thou here? 


THAMYRIS, 
The king of terrors—Death— 


ATHRIDATES., 


Soon ſhalt thou find him, 
He comes with rapid pace. Approach, my warriors. 


SCENE XIII. 


THAMYRIS, ATHRIDATES, ARTAXIAS, 
ORCHANES. 


Soldiers, with Torches and Axes. 


This haughty mauſoleum of a race 

To Athridates fatal, ſhall no longer 

Inſult yon azure ky. My iwitt revenge 

Shall level theſe proud walls, and to the winds 
Diſperſe the aſhes of a hoſtile line. 


THAM Ys 
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- THAMYRIS. 
Thou wilt not ſure, with war's impurpled harrors, 
Prophane this peaceful tomb of Pontus' Kings! 


From the cold grave what can a conqueror fear ? 
O ſpare this hallow'd duſt ! 


ATHRI DATES. 


And can the queen 
Of great Pharnaces weep ? that baughty ſpirit 
Leſcend to melt in tears? 


THAMYRIS. 


True, theſe fond tears, 

Theſe unavailing drops, diſgrace the daughter, 

The wife, of mighty kings : relentleſs fury 

Would beſt become my wrongs. Yet hear me, 
fire ! 


Revere the gods, and ſpare th' illuſtrious dead, 


ATHRIDATE Ss. 


Advance, and from its deep foundation raze 
This tomb, which mocks my vengeance. 


(The Soldiers advance, Thamyris ſualches a 
Sword, and ſtands before the 7. omb. 


TT mM SY © 


Hence, ye ſlaves ! 
He dies who dares approach. The timid dove 
Will brave the vulture, to defend her young. 


AT HRI DATES. 
Inſtant obey me, or your lives ſhall anſwer. 


[ The Soldiers force open the Tomb, and Eumenes 
appears, Xiphares. (his ford drawn) holds 
ing him. by the hand. Military Trophies. 
A OP burning within the Tomb. 


Propi- 
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Propitious powers! at length I hold my victim. 


[Thamyris drops the Sword, and falls at the 
feet of Athridates. 


THAMYRIS, 


King ! father! Athridates ! by the blood 
From thee deriv'd, which fills theſe circling veins, 
With pity hear me! from thy threaten'd vengeance, 
From death, diſhonor, and the chains of Rome, 
Within this horrid tomb's relentleſs walls 

A mother's love conceal'd him, 


ATHRIDATES. 
Riſe, fond woman. 


THAMYRIS, 
Thou wilt not ſhed his blood ? 


ATHRIDATES 


Hence Truſt a father, 
In whom a latent ſpark of ſtruggling nature 
Yet pleads for him, for thee. 


[ Thamyris riſes, goes to the Tomb, and leads 
Eumenes 70 Athridates, 


THAMYRIS 


I will believe thee. 
Come from this dark abode, thou wretched heir 
Of an unhappy mother ! See, O, king ! 
This terror of the Romans ! the remains 
Of an unhappy race by thee purſued. 
What canſt thou fear from him? Go, my Eumenes; 
Embrace thoſe knees; and print obſequious kiſſes 
On that reſpected hand. My ſoul's ſoft darling 
Why doſt thou gaze upon me? 'tis not baſe; 

A mother's 
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A mother's terrors, and remorſeleſs fate, 
Command thy prompt obedience. Kneel, my child. 


AT HRI DATES. 


Orchanes, to the palace wait the queen: 
Her ſon remains with me. 


T HAM TXIS. 


Thou wilt not part us? 
Give, give, one moment to my breaking heart. 

Come to my boſom, child of many ſorrows! 

They ſhall not tear thee from me. i 


AT III D AT ES. 


Ha! take heed, 
Nor let thy fond impatience lanch the bolt 
Which ſtops, ſuſpended o' er him. 


T HAM TI RIS. | 
| From my hand 
Receive him, Athridates. If thy fury | 
Attetnpt his infant life, may every God 
Pour on thy head devoted—Gracious heaven ! 
What means my rage? I cannot curſe a father. 


ATHRIDATES. 


| Artaxias, guard ſecure Pharnaces' ſon : 
Conduct him to the citadel : thy life 
(Obſerve me well) ſhall anſwer for the truſt. 


THAMYRIS. 
Wilt thou not ſpare him! O, for him, for him! 


ATHRIDATES 
Thy agitated foul demands repoſe. 
And my compaſſion grants it. To the palace 
5 Turn. 
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Turn from this ſcene of horrors. Soon I'll ſet thet 
And fix thy fate with his. 


T HAM T RIS. 
— If yet one ray 
Of ſoft e tenderneſs remains! 
With pity hear me! hear the mighty voice 
Of awful nature! change thy ſtern decree, 
From wild deſpair fave this diſtracted boſom, 
And give Eumenes to a mother's tears ! 


SCENE XIV, 


ATHRIDATES 


Behold his mein, where mixt with infant ſweet- 
neſs, 

Dwells the commanding majeſty of kings ! 

There might be danger. Such a radiant dawn 

Portends a mid-day fun of dazzling luſtre. 

But all is well. Now tremble, proud Pharnaces, 

The fates encloſe them round ; my ſoul exults, 

And, raptur'd, hails the hour of great revenge. 


ine | ACT 
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1 IV. 


SCENE I. 
An Apartment in the Palace. 


THAM RIS, ARTABANES, meeting. 


TM AMY KI Se 


AW'ST thou Artaxias ? does compaſhon touch 
My father's ſoften'd boſom? 


ARTABAN E Ss. 


_ Such compaſhon 
Feels the fell Tiger for his panting prey. 


THAMYRIS. 


What mean thy words? I tremble; a cold dew 
Hangs on my frame, and chills my vital powers. 
Does my Eumenes live ? If thou halt pity, 

O, tell me whilſt I yet have lite to hear thee. 


ARTABANE S 


I ſaw him ſmile, unconſcious of his fate; 
But ſoon in Roman chains, with you, deliver'd 
To ſtern Domitius' power— 


THAMTRI S. 


Firſt ſhall this dagger— 

I was prepar'd for death, but not for ſhame. 
Let the devouring faulchion drink our blood, 
Let tortures agonize, let flames conſume, 

Let death approach in all his terrors dreſt, 


And 
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And JI will meet his preſence unappall'd; 

Will give my child, my ſoul's far deareſt part, 
Without a groan to his abhorr'd embrace; 

But ſave us, heaven, from the vile chains of Rome! 


ART ABAN ES. 


To bondage, to the car of haughty Cæſar, 

To ſhame, to death, your cruel father dooms 
The daughter once belov'd, the infant heir 

Of mighty Mithridates': yon proud Roman 
(Unleſs the gods aſſiſt our monarch's ſword, 

And drive theſe fell invaders from our walls) 
This night receives, and ſends you to the Senates. 


I H. A. MTX I.. 


My lord! my lov'd Pharnaces! 

I have indeed betray'd thee; broke thoſe yows, 
Which, dreadful as they were, my lips pronounc'd 
Before th atteſting gods. A moment's pauſe 
Fond hope will yet intrude: it cannot be: 

He will not give a daughter once belov'd, 

To glut the pride of Rome. Where haſt thou heard 
This tale of horror! 


ARTABANE $. 


From the good Artaxias, 
Whoſe tears with mine were mingled as he ſpoke, 
I learat his cruel purpoſe. 


THAMYRI S. 


Lead me to him, — 
To Athridates, Cappadocia's tyrant, 


This ſcepter'd murderer, this crown'd aſſaſſin, 
This ſcourge of trembling infancy, this—father. 


ARTABANE S. 
My queen! my royal miſtreſs— 
— THA- 
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SMHAMERIS 


Forgive, ye awful powers, who know my wrongs, 
Theſe ravings of a ſoul ro madneſs urg'd. 
No—not to fave my child, did I behold 

The fatal ſteel aim'd at his infant boſom, 

Should parricide pollute theſe guiltleſs hands. 
Great nature's voice arreſts my dagger's point; 

S pite of his crimes, he is my father ſtill. 


ARTABANE S. 


Let me adjure you, by the ſacred life 

Of your Pharnaces ; by your helpleſs child, 
The beauteous pledge of your ill-fated loves ; 
Yourſelf; your faithful people; to reſtrain 
Theſe wild, impetuous ſallies of your ſoul, 
Nor draw deſtruction on yourſelt, on all. 


THAMYRIS, 

I will command the feelings of my heart; 

Will meet him with the uncomplaining eye, 

The ſilent tear of ſuffering reſignation. 
ARTABANES. 

My gracious queen! fierce Athridates comes, 

THAMYRI SS. 
Retire, and leave us free. 


SNF H. 
T HAM RIS. 


| I wou'd be calm, 
Would ſoothe to peace this whirlwind of the 
paſſions, 
And wear diſſimulation's treacherous ſmile; 
G 2 But 
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But my full ſoul, to holy truth i inur'd, 
Diſdains the baſe diſguiſe. 


SCENE II. 
THAMYRIS, ATHRIDATES, 4 Seldier, 


ATHRIDATE $. 
Bear theſe diſpatches to the Roman camp : 

(to the Soldier. 
This night we join their bands. I ſought thee; 
Thamyris. 3 | [Exit * 


N AMT A1. 


Com'ſt thou to mock my ſorrows ! to enjoy 
A mother's agonies? Yes, plunge thy ſword 
In the meek breaſt of ſmiling: innocence 

The deed will crown the horrors of this day. 


ATHRIDATES. 


My word is paſt : Domitius claims his captives : 
Thou and thy ſon are doom'd to grace the car, 
And ſwell the triumph, of all- conquering Cæſar. 


T HAMVY RIS. 


»Tis well, 'tis well. — Great Athridates“ daughter, 
Her-ſon, the laſt of his imperial race, | 

In chains ſhall follow Czſar: not v'er Pontus, 
0 er C appadocia ſhall the Romans triumph, 


ATHRIDATES. 


Too deep already has my boſom felt 
The pang that thought awakens: touch'd with pity 
] came to ſave thee (but thy at paſſion 


Has 
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Has blaſted my fond purpoſe); to reſtore 
This darling of thy ſoul, thy lov'd Eumenes, 
To give him life and empire. 


FE 


Wilt thou ſave him? 
Thus low I bend before th' immortal gods, 
To beg a bleſſing on Wap 


ATHRIDATES. 

. Ofer the king 
The father has prevail'd ; bring thee peace; 
Again the diadem ſhall bind thy brow, - 
And thy 7 Eumenes reign. 


THAMYRIS. 


Tranſporting ſounds ! 
J have again a father: canſt thou pardon 
The wildneſs of my rage? 'Twas fear alone; 
My terrors for Eumenes. Let me kiſs 
'That ſacred hand, and with my tears atone 
For every 28 offence, 


ATHRIDATE 5. 
I pardon thee, 
And take thee to'my heart. I muſt remember 
Thoſe hours when, dearer than the light of heaven, 
Thou wert my ſoul's beſt comfort. h 


THAMYRIS. 

| *?*Tis too much, 
This ſudden torrent of impetuous cranſport— 
My | lord my king my father! 


ATHRTI DATES. 
Still my daughter, 
All powerful nature pleads thy cauſe one ſtruggle, 
One ſacrifice, and all i is well. —Pharnaces ! 
T H A- 
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THAMYRIS. 

He too fhall thank thee for a child preſerv'd, 
For peace, reEcover'd empire. In the fane 

Of holy Themis, heaven ſhall join your hands, 


And Thamyris be bleſt beyond the ſtate 
Of frail mortality. | 


ATHRIDATE Ss. 
Attentive hear.— 
This is the criſis of thy fate; the moment 


Which to thy hand a double ſceptre gives, 
Or finks thee to a ſlave. 


THAMYRIS. 
What means my father ? 


ATHRI DATES. 
Thus far I have pre vail'd; conſent to break 
The impious ties which bind thee to Pharnaces, 
To give him up to my revenge, and Pontus 
To-morrow yielded to thy guardian care, 
Shall own Eumenes' ſway; and when the gods 
Shall call me to themſelves, the fruitful fields 


Of Cappadocia ſhall behold thee ſeated 
On Athridates' throne, 


THAMYRIS. 
Tis paſt—farewell.— 


ATN RITA. 


Return, and hear me; or this pointed ſteel 
Shall leave thee childleſs, 


THAMYRIS. 
My fond heart had hop'd, — 


But our unLappy ſex is born to ſuffer. 


6 


A T H- 
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ATHRIDATE $ 


My mercy ſcorn'd? On thy devoted head 
The maſly ruin falls. 


THAMYRIS. 

Is this thy mercy ? 
Thy boaſted tenederneſs? Connubial Juno! 
In whoſe bright fane my nuptial vows were ſeal'd, 
Hear, and record ! If e'er my faithleſs heart, 
To honour loſt, break with unhallow'd lightneſs 
The ſacred ties by all mankind rever'd, 
The holy bonds of Hymen, may I periſh 
Unpitied, unreveng'd, the ſcorn of all 
Whoſe boſoms burn with virtue's glorious flame ! 


ST HERIDATE 
Thy ſon ſhall die. 


THAMVY RIS. | 
Then we will die together. 


ATHRIDATES 
For the fond idol of thy woman's heart 
Who reign'd this morn o'er Pontus, thy Pharnaces, 
Expect no aid from him; the Roman eagle 


Expands his wing, and hovers dreadful o'er him, 
Refiſtleſs to deſcend. 


T E AMT RIS. 


The righteous powers, 
Who love the juſt, will guard him. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VV. 


THAMYRIS, ATHRIDATES, ARTABANES, 
ORCHANES. 


ORCHANES. 
| Royal Sir, 
A Roman tribune, by Domitius ſent, 
Demands your private ear. 


ATHRIDATE $. 


Now hear, and tremble ! 
That tribune is thy fate; the hour is paſt ; 
The hour my weakneſs gave. Hence, dove-like 
pity ! 
Let vengeance ſteel my ſoul !—Yet once again— 
| | [ Going —Returns, 
Fond woman, hear a father ; once again 
The voice of nature pleads. Thy darling ſon— 
The flaming altar is already dreſt, 
And thirſts to drink his blood. Thy guards with- 
drawn, | 
F leave thee free : till night's pale queen aſcends 
With trembling ray, yon mountain's lofty ſummit, 
My pity gives thee: when, by fierce Bellona, 
Comana's guardian goddeſs, here I ſwear, 
As thou decid'ſt, he dies, or reigns in Pontus. 


SCENE V. 
TAAMYRIS, ARTABANES. 


TS MATH. 


Ve powers of heaven! where ſleeps your aweful 
thunder ? 
My child is doom'd! 


ART A- 
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ARTABANES 
"oF Patient, gracious princeſs. 


THAMYRIS. 
Am I not patient? Patient as the victim . 
That pants beneath the knife of ſacrifice ? al 
Have they not, unreſiſted, torn him from me, I 
From a fond mother” $ Arms ?—Hark Heard'ſt thou 
not | 
That ſound confug'd No, "Twas th* ideal voice 
Of penſive fancy, ſick with anxious care. 


ARTABAN ES. 


The ſound was real: from the king's apartment, Mi 
Some one approaches s it poſſible ? 41 
O extacy ! beyond the ſoaring reach | 4 
Of hright-ey'd hope, or fancy's fond creation! I 
D our monarch comes 4 


THAMY-RIS - 


oo Fe It is Pharnaces ! + A 
And ſorrow from this heart is chac'd for ever. a 
SCENE v. a 
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PHARNACES 
And doſt thou live? 


THAMYRIS. 


And art thou here to aſk ? | 
What god has led thee ſafe? 
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PHARNACES. 


The god who rules 
The battle's rage, has ſay'd and ſent me to thee. 


THAMYRIS. 

Forgive my woman's terrors; haſt thou conquer'd? 
Where are thy troops? Should cruel Athridates!— 
Alas! my lord! in this defenceleſs palace, 
The palace of thy fathers, he commands 
Though now — his n may loon 

return: 
Here ſafety dwells not. 


PHARNACE 
The degenerate ſons 

Of Rome avoid the fight. I found my troops. 
By numbers aw'd, retiring: at my ſighgt, 
As with new ſouls inform'd, they ruſh'd to battle, 
Like the big torrent burſting every mound. 
The legions ſtop'd; Domitius led them back, 
Inglorious: in the field my faithful warriors, 
All high of ſoul, and eager to engage, 
Now wait my wiſh'd return. 


-I HAM IRS $ 


How Gidft thon paſs 
Sinope's gates? 


PHARNAC ES. 


Along the verdant grove 
Of great Apollo, by a path unknown, 
Sacred to mighty Mithridates' race, 
Which to the palace leads, I came ſecure, 
To fave thee from thyſelf. 


T H As 
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T H AMY RIS. 
Great god of day! 
For this, before thy conſecrated ſhrine, 
Shall my full heart pour forth the grateful vow. 


PHARNACES 
Anxious for thee, and trembling for thy fate, 
I flew to abrogate the dreadful oath 
My fears this morn impos'd, to bid thee live, 
And truſt in heaven. A gleam of ſmiling hope 
Breaks through the cloud of black adverſity, 
As the fair orient ray diſpels the ſhades 
Of ſable night. My brother of the war, 
Cyaxares, Armenia's youthful monarch, 
Weary of Roman tyranny, advances, 
To aid my cauſe; and when the ſetting ſun 
Dips his laſt beams in ocean, joins my arms. 


THAMYRIS. 
Then heaven is juſt{—The powers celeſtial aid the?! 


PHARNACES. 
Fir'd by returning hope, my hardy veterans, 
With fair Armenia's yet unconquer'd ſons, 
Will ſtorm rhe Roman camp; thou, Artabanes, 
Prepare my fajthful people for the hour 
Of conqueſt and revenge: let part in arms, 
Ere midnight o'er the world her mantle throws, 
By valiant Gordias led, expect my coming. 
The queen with me departs ; Eumenes too, 
Whilſt fair occaſion ſmiles: conduct him hither : 
He too muſt leave Sinope—Ha! in tears ?— 
Haſt thou too well obey'd me! Has thy dagger! 
My fatal gift !— a 


THAMYRIS 
He lives. 
H t HA A- 
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p HARNAC ES. 
He lives — no more 
Daughter of Athridates! O beware! 
Wake not the ſleeping adder in my boſom! _ 
Dear as I love thee, ſhould thy woman's fears— 
THAMYRIS. 
What means thy fury? 


PHARNACE $. 
Say ;—where is Eumenes? 
Perhaps in yonder camp doſt thou inherit 
A father's baſeneſs? has thy coward-heart 
To Rome reſign'd him? Giv'n him up to hondage? 
To breathe a few ſhort hours this ambient air, -\ 
The fetter'd child of ſhame ? 


TNA NMI. $o 


Unkind and cruel! 
The iron hand of tyrant power has torn him 
From theſe defenceleſs arms, like me a captive, . 
He looks to heaven, and to his father's ſword, 
For lite and freedom, 


PHARNACES. 


My prophetic fears! 
A captive! wherefore did my fondneſs truff 
Thy woman's heart? The hero's glow of foul, 
The generous thoughr, firm virtue's ſtubborn 
urpoſe, 


Pur 
Thy feeble boſom feels not. 


T HAM T RIS. 
Learn to know 
This heart, which beats as proudly as thy pwn, - 
At honour's god-like voice. Thou bad'ſt me hope ; 
Should ry fond hope forſake me, ſhould'ſt thou 
a 


6 Which 
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Which every god avert! This heart reſoly'd, 
This faithful ſteel, a mother's ardent love, 
Fearleſs as thine, ſhall pierce the tyrant's guards, 
And free Eumenes. 


PHARNACE $S. 
I have wrong'd thee much, 
Soul of my life! have wrong'd thy faith, thy 
virtue. 

Canſt thou forgive my rage? A parent's pangs, 
The pangs of bleeding honour, rend my heart, 
And fire my brain to madneſs. - But no more— 
To yonder warring field, a nation's lafety, 

The voice of glory, calls me, ICoing. 


THAMYRIS. 
Yet, Pharnaces, 
Yet one requeſt, If, in the battle's fury, 
Thou meet'ſt my father, turn thy ſword aſide, 
And ſeek another victim. 


P HARNAC ESV. 
Stop thoſe tears, 
Which, like the dew- drops on the lily's bell, 
Weigh down thy drooping beauties. Does the 
tyrant | 
Deſerve this waſte of goodneſs ? 


ABTADTARNL I 


| Haſte, my lord! 
Stern Athridates comes !—a moment more 
And Pontus falls. | 


THAMT RIS. 
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THAMYR IS. 


O ſave thyſelf, Pharnaces ! 
Haſte to the camp, and leave us to the gods, 


PHARNACE $S. 
I go: but, in a few revolving hours, 
Expect me here, to ſave, or periſh with you. 


ACT 
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N 


b 


On the left Hand, the Camp of Pharnaces in Proſpet# 
at the Entrance of a Grove; the Time near Mid- 
night; the Moon riſen ; the Tents with Lights dif- 
pers'd amongſt the Trees, the Royal Tent in the Front 
of the others : on the right Hand a Road over a 


Mountain, from whence Pharnaces deſcends with 
his Army.—Grand March. 


PHARNACES, TIGRANES, and Soldiers. 


TIGRANE S. 


Y gracious lord, may every hour, like this, 
Bear conqueſt on its wing ! o'er yonder hills 
The Romans fly; —thoſe tyrants of mankind, 
Whoſe rage deſtructive lights the flaming brand, 
And ſcatters terror thro? the mild abodes, 
Where concord wont to dwell. 


PHARNACES., 


My gallant friend, 
Armenia's monarch, brave Cyaxares, 


Purſues the drooping eagles. Yet, Tigranes, 
Till fair Sinope's walls receive their lord; 

*Till, free once more, amid their flowery vales 
My ſubjects ſheathe the ſword, and taſte the meed 
Of well-fought fields in the ſoft arms of peace, 
Till my lov'd queen, my ſon, in my embrace, 
Forget the danger paſt, I have not conquer'd : 
My tolls are but begun—ſtern Athridates 

E'en in my palace reigns, 


TIGRANE $. 
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TIGRANES 


Shall the fell tyrant, 
Who mocks the plighted vouv, ſtill brave unheeded 
The thunder of the gods ?—What dire offence 
Shall draw the vengetul bolt, if deeds like his 
Inſult th' immortal powers? 


PHARNACE $. 


The gods, Tannen, 
Aſſiſt the brave; their power omni potent 
Is preſent with us when they gracious give 
A heart reſolv'd to dare, an arm to ſtrike. 


TIGRANES (looking out). 


Behold, my lord, along the ſacred grove 
A light reſplendent as the noon-tide ray 
Shoots like a meteor to the weſtern gate ! 
And now diſſolves in air. 


PH ARNAC ES. 


I hail the omen, 
And feel, confeſs'd, the energy divine: 
The gods themſelves conduct me, nerve my arm, 
Inſpire my purpoſe, point my deſtin'd way, 
And in my boſom fan the flame of hope. 
Begin the march, and filing near the grove 
Approach Sinope. Beauteous queen of night! 
Chaſte goddeſs of the groves ! let thy fair beam 
My path irradiate, and direct my ſteps, 
Till ro their native walls, I lead triumphant 
My faithful warriors, —let inſpiring ſonnds 
The ſoldier's boſom chear,—lcad on, I igranes. 
[ 4 grand march. 


SCENE 
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8 G EN E. II. 
An Apartment in the Palace, 


ATHRIDATES, ORCHANES, 


ATHRIDATES. 
Are my commands obey'd ? 


ORCHANES, 
My royal lord! 
The reinforce ment to Domitius ſent 
Has reach'd his camp. Within the citadel, 
Beneath Artaxias' care, I plac'd the queen; 
The guards are doubled. 


Her imperious ſpirit j 
Perhaps reſiſted ! 


ORCHANES. 

When! led my files 
To her apartment, with a haughty air, 
She wav'd her hand, to warn them from her pre- 
: ſence ; | 
But when 1 told her by your dread command 
They came, obedient, ro conduct her thence 
She paus'd a moment—then majeſtic roſe 
And cry'd, © Obey your king.” 


ATHRIDAT ES. 


Say, didſt thou mark 
The meeting with her ſon? 
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ORCHANE S. 


The tender ſcene 


Unmann'd my ſoldier's heart; ſhe ſpoke not, wept 
not; 


A deadly pale o'erſpread her fading cheek; 
Her panting boſom heav'd; beat quick, and ſhort : 
She ſnatch'd him to her breaſt, gaz'd wildly on him, 


Breath'd a convulſive ſigh, then, void of ſenſe, 
Sunk motionleſs to earth. 


ATHRIDATES. 
Behold Artaxias! 


EN. 
ATHR DATES, ARTAXIAS, ORCHANES, 


ATHRI DATES. 


What means ? — Say wherefore? 


ART AX IAS. 


Royal Athridates! 
Blame not your faithful ſervant; but the queen 


neee 
What of the queen? Why haſt thou left !—beware, 
Thy life ſhall anſwer 


AR TAX IAS. 


By an armed band 
Forc'd from the citadel—- 


+ 
=» 


ATHRIDATE $S, 
Thou haſt not ors 


: Confederate with her— 


AR 
* 
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ARTAXIAS. 


In your royal daughter 
Our warrjors ſaw their princeſs, and rever'd 
The blood of Cappadocia's honor'd kings. 
With all th' impaſhon'd eloquence of nature, 
The ſtrong emotion of a mother's love, 
She ſpoke her griefs; they heard with mute at- 

tention, 

And ſtood like ſtatues, whilſt with ſudden ſtep 
She gain'd the portal; her maternal hand 
Her infant ſon conducted. Teramenes, 
The leader of her guards, by you entruſted, 
Gain'd by her tears, and faithleſs to his charge, 
The maſſy gates unbarr d. The moment ſeizing, 
With force to ours ſuperior, Artabanes, 
Who waited near, ruſh'd in, and bore them off 
Towards Themis' temple. 


41 RHRRI DATES. 


Let us ſwift purſue. 
Orchanes, thou art faithful; by each G 
Potent in war I fwear, their blood ſhall flow 
On fierce Bellona's altar, till the manes 
Of my lov*d ſon ſhall ceaſe to call for vengeance» 
A choſen band attend me to the temple. 
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SCENE lv. 


The Portico of the Temple of Themis, the Gates open; 
at a little diſtance within, an Altar; Thamyris and 
Eumenes kneeling before it, with Branches of Olive 
in their Hands. 


THAMY RIS, EUMENES, ORONTES, 
too other Prieſts attending. 
OronTEs comes down the Stage. 


What daughter of affliction, at this hour 

Of ſolemn midnight, with dejected mien, 

With ſuppliant wreaths, and hands to heav'n uprais u, 
Seeks the protection of all-righteous Themis? 


T HAMTYT RIS. 


GR ONT ES. 
Immortal powers! Do I behold 
My ſovereign here, a ſuppliant in the fane, 
Her piety to heaven firſt taught to riſe ! 
And ſeeking that protection, which fo late | 
Among the ſceptred rulers of the earth 
*T was hers to grant! | | 


T- H AMT RIS. 


O, by this holy fane, 
This altar, where my ſoul ſubmiſſive bends, 
And by the facred majeſty of heaven, 
I here adjure thee, from the ſavage graſp 
Of mercileſs oppreſſion ſave my child! 


OR ONT. I Se 


Thy virtues to the gods have made thee dear 


Speak thy requeſt, and fiad a full compliance. 
1HA- 
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THAM YR I A 


Blame not theſe tears, they flow not for myſelf ; 
I have a nearer care, which rends my ſoul, 

And gives diſtreſs its poignancy ; O fare. 

'This helpleſs, uncomplaining innocence 

From ills he knows not ! 


ORONTES. 


Thou illuſtrious mourner ! 
Chace every anxious fear, and with thy ſon 
Safe at the altar reſt, 


THAMYRIS, 


Thou wilt forgive 
A trembling mother's weakneſs !—not, Orontes, 
Not that my doubting heart—TI know not what 
My woman n fears would ſay But wilt thou lead 
him! 
Wilt thou within the temple's laſt receſs 
Hide him from treaſon? murder? Athridates ? 


o RON T ES. 


Injurious to the gracious gods, O queen, 

Thy cauſeleſs terrors riſe ; from this retreat, 
Theſe hallow'd walls, oppreſſion, aw'd, recoils, 
Nor dares prophane th” aſylum of the wretched, 
Yet heav'n allows thy prayer; the faults which ſpring 
From nature's fond exceſs, the powers divine 
With mild indulgence view. Thyſelf conduct, 
And place him by the goddeſs' awful ſtatue. 
Arſames, wait the queen. 


THAMYRTIS. 


Thus let me thank thee ; 
A few ſhort moments muſt decide our fate : 
My 
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My lord, if ſpar'd by the wild rage of war, 
Approaches ſwift to ſave, If he is fallen, 
This child is Pontus“ laſt remaining hope: 


O! guard the precious pledge! my life js nothing. 


o RON T ES. 
What haſty ſteps ! 
(advances to the front of the portico) 
| The hoſtile bands draw near: 
Fierce Athridates comes. Retire, O queen! 
With calm ſubmiſſion wait the will divine. 


TRAMYRIS 


May pitying heaven to this devoted breaſt 
Direct his erring ſword, and ſave Eumenes ! 


ä 
ATHRI DATES, ORONTFES, ORCHANEs. 


FEES AS. 


Thou blind to fate, who, fearleſs of my wrath, 
Haſt dar'd protect my victims! hence, nor brave 
An injur'd monarch's fury ; this right arm, 
Unteſs thou giv'ſt them inftant to my ſword, 
(Unaw'd by ſuperſtition's gloomy terrors) 


Shall ſeize, and drag them to the death which 


waits them. 


o RO E S. 


Stop, Athridates, nor with impious ſtep 
Prophane this holy place.— I know thy mnt, 
'The reverence due to thrones ; nor thou forget 
The power which plac'd the ſceptre in thy hand, 
And can reſume the gift. Unaided, weak, 

No conquering bands protect us; but the gods 
War on our fide; th' imperial Lord of Heaven 


1 Is 
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Is our ſupport; this teniple our defence; 
And if thy rage with lawleſs force invades 
This ſacred fane, the bleſt abode of peace, 


"Tis o'er my bleeding corſe thou muſt approach | 


The violated altars. 


A THRI DATES. 

| | Doſt thou think = 
With ſhadowy fears to ſhake a ſoul reſolv'd? 
Can thy enervate arm, thy feeble altars, 
Save from their fate the captives of my ſwerd? 
Retire, nor bar my way, or ſee, involy'd 
In rifing flames, and trembling to its baſe, 
Thy boaſted temple fall. 


ORONTE $ 
Away, blaſphemer !— 

But heaven, indignant, wills thee to compleat 
The ſum of thy offences. With compaſhon, 
Elate I ſee thee, vain of tranſient power, 
Nor once revolving the uncertain ſtate 
Of wretched man, by flattering hope betray'd. 
This hour is thine, the next is hid in clouds. 


ATH RID ATE S. 


This hour ſhall then revenge me » ſwift advance, 


And aid your maſter's juſtice. 


SCENE VL 


ATHRIDATES, ARTAXIAS, ORONTES. 
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Royal fir, 
Lyoſe not a moment on a ſlender thread 
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Your very being hangs. The troops of Pontus 
(Pharnaces at their head) are in the city: 

I ſaw them from the citadel deſcending, 

And flew to ſave your ſacred life, 


ATT HER ID ATE b 


Confuſion |! 
By heaven 'tis falſe—the phantom of thy fear ! 


ART AST 4A 


Believe your faithful ſervant. Artabanes 
Conducts the king this way; o'er all the city 
Tumultuous ſhouts of tranſport rend the air; 
The maddening people arm; and even your troops, 
The Cappadocians, murmur, and arraign 

Your purpos'd vengeance. 


AT H-A-1-9-.4T ©. 5 


Summon to our aid 
The Roman veterans. 


EET TEST RCW 


| From th' exulting victors 

This more I learn'd—the Roman legions, van» 
quiſh'd, 

Already paſs the mountains. 


ATH RID AT ES. 
Curſes blaſt them! 


Wither their coward nerves, and give them up 
To galling chains; a prey ev'n to Pharnaces 


[bing of ſwwords—A ſhout.) 


Ferne 
He comes; and now too late 


. 2 H A Re 


The SIEGE of SINOPE. 
PHARNACE Ss (behind ). 
2 T muay; Trane; 
Firſt ſtop the foaming torrent in its courſe, 
Where is this tyrant who defies the Gods? 


This monarch, fam'd for violated vews ? 
This father, thirſting for his children's blood? 


65 


SCENE VII. 
ATHR DATES, ARTAXIAS, PHARNACES; 
ARTABANES, TIGRANES; and Soldiers. 
*, ATHRIDATE Ss. 
Behold Him here, and tremble at his vengeance ! 


| PHARNACE 5. | 
The righteous gods have given him to my ſwords 
Die, monſter, die ! and let thy thirſt of blood 
In thy own blood be ſated. 


SCENE VIII. 


THAMYRIS, PHARNACES, ATHRIDATES; 
ARTABANES, TIGRANES, ORCHANES, 


and Soldiers. 


"TRHRAMT RIS 
(Ruſhing from the Temple; and catching Athſates 
in her arms.) 
2 Stop, inhuman ! 
Or through this boſom 
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ATHRIDATE s. 


Hence ; thy woman's weakneſs 
| Blifts my unſullied fame. 1 28 


P H AR N AC E s. 
Would thou defend him? — 


This tyrant !— 


THAMY RI 
Is my father 


. r AA Ae. 22 
He ſeeks hy life 


TA WY-Rx-S 

Hie gave it.—lf thy wrongs 

3 a victim. ſtrike—ftrike here, Pharnaces ; 
But ſpare his ſacred ife——— 


PHARNACE 5. 


Thou haſt prevaibd: 
Thy virtue has diſarm'd, and giv'n me back 
To honour's better purpoſe. To the brave 
A conquer'd foe is ſacred. Athridates, 
Receive thy life, thy kingdom. 


ATHRIDATE  S 


+ TI diſdain 
A life 1 128 ; my firm unconquer'd ſoul 
Rejects thy offer d mercy. Athridates 
Will, ſtill a monarch, join his anceſtors : 
T blow, and all is well. (Stabe bimſelf.) 


1 HAM I R I S. 
O fatal raſnneſs! 


1 P BH A RK 
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FHEARLW. ACE: Þ 


Why, Athridates, haſt thou robb'd my heart 


Of that beſt joy, the tranſport of forgiving ? 


SI ML E-1D AT 2S S 


Too far, Pharnaces, has my rage purſued 
Too deep has vengeance drain'd the cup of death— 
Come near, my daughter : take my laſt embrace. 
Canſt thou forgive thy wrongs ? The miſt of paſſion 


Fades from my dying eyes, and ſets thy goodneſs, 


Thy filial piety, in dread array 
Ye Cappadocian warriors, ſee your queen 
Thy arm, Artaxias—inſtant lead me hence— 
I would not with my laſt expiring groans 
Prophane this holy temple, 


T HAM T ARIS. 
Powers of mercy / 
Yet ſpare his days ! 


n 


1 And doſt thou weep for me? 
Whoſe unrelenting hand——my breath grows 


ſhort——- 
IT can no more l faint—a ſudden gdarkneſs— 
I die—my child—farewell—farewell for ever! 
(Falls into the arms of Orchanes and Artaxias.) 


TH MNYRAL Ss, 


My breaking heart—a moment more — my father! 


He dies tis paſt ! | 
(Artaxias and Orehanes bear of the body 
, Athridates.) | 
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68 The SIEGE of SINOPE, 


SCENE IX. 
THAMYRIS, PHARNACES, 


PHARNACE $% 
There fled th* indignant ſpirit : 
A ſad example of the ills which flow © 
From fell revenge, and fury unreſtrain'd. 
Turn from that fight of wae, and let thy heart 
[to Thamyris] 
With other feelings, with a mother's tranſport 
Expand, and glow with gratitude to heaven 
For thy Eumenes' life. | 
(While Pharnaces is ſpeaking, Orontes leads 
Eumenes down the flage, and preſents him 
ro Pharnages and Thamvris. 


SCENE X, 


THAMYRIS, PHARNACES, EUMENES, 
ORONTES. 


THAMYRI SS. 
My child. my child! 


PHARNACE Ss 


My boy !—my kingdom s hope! Po TI once more, 
With all a parent's heartfelt tenderneſs, | 

A parent's joy, behold thce > To the power 
Whoſe hand has fav'd us, let the victim bleed, 
Ihe pure libation flow, the fragrant incenſe 

$: ſpiry clouds aſcend ! 


T HAM X R I Sy 


1 


1 


The SIEGE of SINOPE. 69 


BEE ag WS. 


Alas, my lord ! 
F'en midſt the ſoft delight that fills my ſul 
For thine, and my Eumenes' dangers paſt, 
My father” s fate rends my divided heart, 
Checks = fond rapture, prompts the * 
ſigh 
And calls unbid, the tender filial tear. 


RON TES. 


That tear, O queen! is graceful : but remember 
Thy ſon, thy huſband, ſubjects, bid thee chace 
Theſe unavailing ſorrows ; and, with heart 
Reſign'd and humble, bow to awful Vn 

For ſafety, life, and empire, 


PHARNACE S. 
Power Supreme! 

Great uniyerſal Lord! from this fair hour 
Let Cappadacia's ſons, with Pontus' join'd, 
Beneath a milder ſway forget their toils ! 
Though long divided by the arts of Rome, 
Whole wild ambition ſets the world in arms, 
The kindred nations in each other's blood 
Their frantic ſwards imbrued, Do thou inſpire 
The gentler purpoſe! And, amid the] * 
Of ſacred peace, a firm, united band, 
Be it their glory to obey the laws 
Fram'd for the general good ; and ours to find 
The wreathe of conqueſt in our people” 8 love. 
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Written by a FRI EN D, 


And ſpoken by Mrs. VAT E 8. 


2 N all this buſtle, rage, and tragic roar, 

Which ſome wits here politely call a bore, 
Have I not wept, and rav d, and tore my hair, 
Till ſome I forc'd to weep, and ſome to ſtare ? 

Tet now I muf}, by cuſtom, to divert you, 

Tell what I think of this heroic virtue. | 

Mirth has increas d, when tragedies are finiſh'd, 

Increaſes fill, and miſt not be diminiſh'd. 

Alive your paſſion tho our play may keep, 

Behind the curtain you muſt have a peep. + 

Tho bright the tragic character appear, 

Our private foibles you delight to hear, 

In life's great drama the ſame rule we find ? 

When on that ſtage the patron of mankind | 11 

Performs his part—the public virtues ftrike, 

But 'tis the ſecret anecdote we lite. 

If there a Patriot rave with furious might, 

And love his country—out of downright ſpite ; 

It paſſes for a copy of his face; 

Has be not been to Court to beg a Place? 

When ſome bright Orator his country's cauſe 

Suſtains, and talks of Liberty and Laws, 5 

Hear, hear, all cry; in aititude he flands, 

Sprawling his feet, and firetching forth his hands; 

In this petition, Sir the nation begs ; 

s And, Mr. * —while I'm upon my legs; 
And, 
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t And, Sir—our anceſtor and whig and tory ; 

« And, Sir—the laws ;—and, Sir—Great Britain's 
g 10 ry oy 

All gaze ; all wonder; ſuch amazing powers / 

But how does he employ his private hours ? 

The nation ſav'd, he hurries, in a trite, 

To ſhake the box, and be undone at dice. 

Some Politicians figure in debate, 

Then flcep—to ſhew the quiet of the State. 

Your Hollanders, when treachery. is ripe, 

Break every treaty, and then—ſmoke their pipe. 

If by remonſtrances you try to mend them, 

Mynheer ſmokes on“ is all ad referendum.” 

We ftorm upon the ſtage th” impaſſion' d breaſt, 

Then come, and turn all ſympathy to jeſt. 


And yet, ſhall flippant mirth, and giddy joy, 
The beſt impreſſions of the heart deſtroy ? 
*Tis yours, ye fair, to quell our Author's fear; 
A Female Poet draws the tender tear. 
True to her ſex, ſhe copies from the life 
The Mother, Daughter, and the faithful Wife. 
Let her this night your kind protection gain, | 
The Critic then will parody in vain. 
And let fair Virtue, ere ſhe quit the age, 
Here pauſe awbile—and linger on the flage. 
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